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it's lonely but it's safe 


by atsumay 


Summary 


Katsuki doesn’t really panic from people touching him. He doesn’t flinch or jump back or 
anything of the sort. But people touching him makes him so uncomfortable he can hardly 
stand it. His eyes go wide, staring at who he made contact with. He responds by pushing 
them away harshly with a curt “get off me, moron” or not responding at all, stiff as a board, 
and waiting for them to move away. 


He doesn’t understand this part of himself, it’s not like people touching him is somehow bad. 
it’s not like it’s painful, it just feels so wrong. When he and Kirishima start to get closer, 
Kirishima is such a touchy person and Katsuki has to keep himself from reacting. He would 
never admit it, but he’d rather be uncomfortable then push away his best friend. Kirishima is 
showing genuine affection and constantly pushing him away would be cruel. He puts so 
much effort into tolerating him, the least he can do is deal with the discomfort. 


TRIGGER WARNING: GRAPHIC DESCRIPTION OF A PANIC ATTACK AND 
MENTIONS OF CANON COMPLIANT TRAUMA 


Notes 


hey guys here's my first krbk fic and I've been soooo excited. I know a lot of ppl love touch 
starved bakugou but! consider the opposite mayhaps? hope you enjoy! 


TRIGGER WARNING: GRAPHIC DESCRIPTION OF A PANIC ATTACK AND 
MENTIONS OF CANON COMPLIANT TRAUMA 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Katsuki doesn’t really panic from people touching him. He doesn’t flinch or jump back or 
anything of the sort. But people touching him makes him so uncomfortable he can hardly 
stand it. His eyes go wide, staring at who he made contact with. He responds by pushing 
them away harshly with a curt “get off me, moron” or not responding at all, stiff as a board, 
and waiting for them to move away. 


He doesn’t understand this part of himself, it’s not like people touching him is somehow bad. 
it’s not like it’s painful, it just feels so wrong . When he and Kirishima start to get closer, 
Kirishima is such a touchy person and Katsuki has to keep himself from reacting. He would 
never admit it, but he’d rather be uncomfortable then push away his best friend. Kirishima is 
showing genuine affection and constantly pushing him away would be cruel. He puts so 
much effort into tolerating him, the least he can do is deal with the discomfort. 


One day is a particularly bad day for Katsuki. Every little thing has been too much. It's 
building up and he's trying hard not to lose his cool. He’s on his way back to the dorms and 
barely keeping it together. He's waiting for the moment he can get away from all the 
surrounding people he spends his entire life around. It’s exhausting and he’s at his wit’s end. 
It's then that Kirishima bear hugs him from behind saying, “what’s up Blasty?” 


Katsuki refuses to believe he panicked. No he definitely didn’t panic from the unexpected 
restriction. His throat definitely didn’t close up and he definitely didn’t go ridged from the 
contact. He wasn’t overwhelmed. 


But that wouldn’t explain how he suddenly pushed Kirishima away firmly and lashed out at 
him. That wouldn’t explain why everyone around them went quiet in surprise. Katsuki had 
been dialing it down lately, working on not being as harsh to his peers, so seeing him treat 
Kirishima of all people badly was a shock. 


Katsuki was filled with immediate regret, but Kirishima was already taking a step back, 
hands held up in surrender. “It's cool man. I'll give you your space, alright?” and walked 
ahead of the blond, further ahead to where Sero and Kaminari were walking. 
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Kirishima avoided him for the next few days. Interaction was minimal and driving Katsuki 
insane. He knew he screwed up, but how was he supposed to fix things if Kirishima wouldn’t 
even look at him? And it wasn’t just Kirishima. Some had taken to following Kirishima's lead 
and avoiding him like the plague, others sticking around but acting as if he was a ticking time 
bomb as if Kirishima was the only thing keeping him in check and now he could go berserk 
at any time. Hell, the only person treating him normally was Deku. Speaking of the nerd, why 
Katsuki had decided to head up to the roof like Deku had texted him to was beyond him. 


When he stepped outside, Deku was flat on his back looking at the sky, not reacting to 
Katsuki’s arrival whatsoever. Katsuki sat to the side of him. Without moving his gaze, Deku 
started, “I’m a little surprised you showed up.”. 


Katsuki rolled his eyes. “Why did you bring me up here shitty nerd.” It was a question but 
said more like a statement. 


Deku hummed. “You just seemed like you needed someone to talk to honestly.” 
“And why the hell would I talk to you about this shit?” 
“It’s not really anything new ya know.” 


He had a point. It seemed like Katsuki always ended up venting his problems to Deku 
without really meaning to. Deku finally switched his gaze onto him. 


“Kirishima's overwhelming you, right?” 
All he could do was sigh. 


“He’s just always grabbing me or hanging off my shoulder and shit and it’s just too much. I 
didn’t mean to freak out on him but now he’s avoiding me and so even the extras are treating 
me like a wild animal,” It was easier to talk about than expected. He must really miss 
Kirishima if he’s willing to go to Deku of all people to talk about his problems. 


Kacchan was pretty vague, but Izuku had a good idea of what the problem was. 
“You know, it’s ok to tell him to stop touching you so much.” 

It seemed pretty simple, but it would take more than that for Kacchan to understand. 
Katsuki’s face scrunched up. 

“T’m not some kinda pus-“ 

“Tt doesn’t make you a pussy to have limits Kacchan.” 


Where Deku found the nerve to sound exasperated, Katsuki didn’t know. But in fairness, he 
would hear him out because of it. Deku brought his eyes back to the darkening sky. “It’s 
really not that weird. Some people just don’t grow up getting hugged and touched a lot so it’s 
not natural. Sometimes it’s an anxiety thing. Just tell him and he’ll understand. pushing 
through it just makes it worse,” He shrugged. “And don’t forget you’ve gone through 
multiple situations that can be categorized as traumatic events, 2 of which you were 
restrained and you were even restrained during the medal ceremony. Not liking being touched 
sounds pretty justified if you ask me,” 


“Don’t remind me,” Katsuki grumbled. The reminder made his skin feel cold, trapped in a 
slime that wasn’t really there. His wrists felt heavy from locks that were long gone. He 
pushed the phantom sensations away. 


“But remind Kirishima! He’ll probably beat himself up for not catching on sooner.” 


“How am I supposed to get him to talk to me?” 


“Kacchan, I thought you were supposed to be number 3 in the class.” 
“The hell is that supposed to mean??” 


“His door is literally meters away from yours! Go knock on it, or hell, just knock on the wall 
that you literally share!” Izuku almost laughed. “It’s like you become an airhead whenever 
Kirishima is involved,” 


Kacchan scoffed, “Like you’re any better with Round Face.” 


Izuku turned red at that, blurting “ok fair” effectively concluding the conversation and 
leaving a comfortable silence. 
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Katsuki can admit that the wall thing was a good idea. UA may have generous funds but that 
doesn’t mean the walls are soundproof. And even more so, Katsuki’s and Kirishima’s beds 
are against the same wall. He hesitates but pounds his fist against it before he can think it 
over and back out. “Shitty-Hair?” he calls out. There’s silence. After a few moments Katsuki 
is met with a distant but close sounding response of “Yeah?” 


Okay good. It’d be fucking embarrassing if he didn’t even respond at the very least. Shouji’s 
on their floor and he has the second-best hearing in the class. Katsuki couldn’t handle him 
knowing he was effectively left on read by his best friend. 


“Get over here” Katsuki tells the wall, hoping Kirishima won’t go quiet. ‘Why’s he so scared 
that Kirishima will go quiet?’ This time is an even softer “coming” and Katsuki hears 
Kirishima’s bed creak as his weight leaves the mattress. Within seconds there’s a knock on 
the door. 


Katsuki lets him in and they both sit on the edge of Katsuki’s bed. He left the main light off. 
He’s not sure if it’s because he can’t look at Kirishima or he can’t have Kirishima look at 
him. 


“Can I explain what happened?” Katsuki bursts out before Kirishima gets the chance to ask 
anything. 


Realization flickers over Eijirou’s face. So it’s about the other day. He hoped it was, because 
he’d been waiting for a sign that things could go back to normal. He didn’t know what 
happened, but Bakugou went off and Eijirou didn’t want to upset his friend again. Usually 
when it comes to bumps in their friendship, it’s best to give a type of signal when you’re 
ready to move on. This was so much more than a signal. Yeah Bakugou apologizes when 
apologies are needed but talking it out isn’t part of that process. ““Yeah man go ahead. Do you 
want me to say stuff or just listen?” 


“Just listen until I’m done, is that okay?” His voice didn’t waver, but his body language was 
so different from his usual casual confidence. He wouldn’t look at Eyjirou. Eijirou really 
wished he would look at him. 


“Yeah that’s all good, I'll just listen, I promise.” 


Bakugou took a deep breath. Eyirou had never seen him like this. Like speaking was so hard, 
but continuing anyway. He was doing this for Eijirou. 


“Being touched is hard for me. My folks don’t do touchy stuff so it’s already kinda weird, 
yanno?” Katsuki rushed out in one go. He took another breath and quickly kept going. He felt 
like he was running out of time. “And then stuff has happened to me. I- I almost drowned in 
sludge in middle school. I was chained on- on TV. The League- The League-” Katsuki had to 
take more and more breaths the more he said, and now he couldn’t finish his sentence. His 
breath got faster and he was starting to feel the panic. He started to fold in on himself, 
making himself smaller as if he was being shoved in a tight space. It felt like the room was 
smaller, closing in and he was chained to where he was and left to drown. He felt like he was 
running out of breath. He felt like he was dying. 


“T can’t- I can’t-” Bakugou sputtered, breath even faster. Eijirou hated going back on his 
word, but he couldn’t stay quiet and let his friend go through this alone. 


“Hey, hey. Bakugou? Look at me for a sec, alright? You’re having a panic attack, I’m gonna 
help you with your breathing alright? You can grab my hand but I’m not gonna touch you 
unless you ask.” He spoke clearly and with a calmness he didn’t necessarily have. It hurt to 
know that he put his friend in this situation. His best friend! He means so much to him, and 
he’d been suffering for so long without Eijirou realizing. He should’ve noticed. Or just 
thought for even a second, dammit! He knew about all these things and he never put it 
together. 


But now isn’t the time to feel bad and be taking responsibility. Now is the time to help his 
friend. Bakugou grabbed his hand tightly, panicked crimson eyes meeting his cherry red in 
the dim light. Eyjirou breathed deep and loud, puffing his chest out big so his friend could see 
it rise and fall. He took their joined hands to rest against his chest so Bakugou could feel it 
too. Eijirou let his breaths become deeper as Bakugou started being able to follow. 


“T’m- I’m sorry- I’m being weak.” Bakugou tried to pull his hand away weakly and Eijirou 
didn’t let him. His breathing started to spike but Eijirou wasn’t going to give up on him. He 
wouldn’t leave him alone to struggle anymore. 


“T promise you’re not, emotions can be hard sometimes. But right now I don’t want you to 
think about anything but your breathing and me okay? Don’t think about anything else.” He 
quickly went back to breathing deeply and Bakugou nodded before resuming trying to 
follow. 


It took a few tries but they got Katsukis breathing steady and him feeling calmer. Katsuki was 
frustrated with how his body seemed to go against him. Deku mentioned this stuff earlier, 
why was this different? Why’d he have to freak out in front of Kirishima and show him how 
weak he was? He couldn’t think about it long because if he did he would hyperventilate 
again. He didn’t want to do that in front of Kirishima again. He just felt broken. 


“Hey man, you don’t have to talk or anything. Whatever you need, I’m here for you.” 
Kirishima told him. Their hands stayed linked between them, but Kirishima kept his promise 


to keep his distance. Katsuki couldn’t admit it to Kirishima but that’s what meant the most. 
He listened to what he said and he put it to use. He let Katsuki choose what kind of contact 
he needed. 


“Can you just talk? So I can calm down?” Katsuki felt so vulnerable at this moment asking 
for this, but if he was going to be vulnerable with someone he wanted it to be Kirishima. 


“Yeah dude for sure! Should I avoid talking about it?” 
“You can talk about anything” 


“Okay sounds good. I’Il only talk about it for a second, but I just want to make sure you 
know you are so strong and this doesn’t change that. I got panic attacks all throughout middle 
school and it took forever before I even knew what it was! They can be scary and happen for 
a lot of reasons. Sometimes I get them just from thinking an adult is mad at me. A lot of 
people get them and it’s just another way of our emotions showing themselves, just like every 
other emotion. Sorry. That might not have been very helpful...” Eijirou trailed off. He 
doesn’t know if he said the right thing but he really hopes he did. He feels a squeeze from 
Bakugou’s hand. He looks at the blond to see his face turned away. His visible cheek shines 
slightly. He squeezes Bakugou’s hand back. 


“Anyway! I was kind of a mess in middle school but it was still really fun. Did you know me 
and Ashido went to school together? We were never in the same class but....” 


Eyirou talked until Bakugou was able to fall asleep. He stayed with him just in case. It’s 
manly to be there for your friends and learn from misunderstandings. 
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When the two get together, the class is a bit surprised to see that Bakugou is the one that 
initiates all the physical affection. The only one that doesn’t seem surprised is Midoriya. 


End Notes 


thanks for reading!! i'm new to writing so i really appreciate feedback and constructive 
criticism :) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


